able to order an evening as he would order a drink,
knowing in advance exactly how it would taste. He
wanted to know how his time was going to be spent,
was ready for anything, provided he knew what to
expect.

I'm prepared to take injustice in silence, to ask
nothing of fortune, if only I'm duly warned. Then,
I'm ready to keep mum. I can smell out some sort
of secret drama in this house. It comes to the surface
like air-bubbles in a pond. I only hope they get out
of their difficulties. I don't know much about the
tripe-trade, and Alice's trouble is something I don't
rightly understand. It's not good-quality trouble, and
I think I can see pretty clearly what's wrong. She's
in a mess. The drama can be left to take care of itself.
I wonder what Juliette would do. Juliette who has
never cried in her life except from laughing too
much. As soon as she feels herself faced with any sort
of anxiety, any sort of preoccupation, her face goes
hard. Till then, one has always thought of her as
being on the plump side, but she suddenly looks thin.
Her firm, rounded lips seem pinched: she half closes
her eyes and becomes impenetrable. She doesn't
mind putting up with what's coming to her, but
freely, of her own choice. She has a deep layer in
her of early happiness. She has never known, as
I have, what it's like to live with a voracious father,
and a mother who is no more than a ghost. Sadness,
for her, can come only from within. She's got thicker
hips than Alice, but much nicer legs, long, lively legs.
There's Alice staring at me from the land of miseries.
What's wrong with her? What does she expect me
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